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Still 


Two skinny boys walked along the dirt path that cut through the forest in silence. Side by side, they trudged 
along, one of them with an untied sneaker, the other with a hole in his t-shirt that he kept picking and making 
bigger. 


"If you'd like to walk a while, we could waste the day." He told his friend over the phone. 

At the first sign of dawn, Taylor showed up at his house on his bike. 

"Follow me into the trees, | will lead the way." 

It was a place Dave had always gone to hide. When things got heavy at home or his mind wouldn't turn off, he 
would slink off by himself and lay in the grass near the railroad bridge. Sometimes, he hoped for a train to go 
by. He imagined himself jumping on and disappearing forever. Sometimes, he prayed for stillness and silence. 


Today, he wanted his friend to see his hiding place and appreciate it as much as Dave did. 


Taylor carried a paper bag in one hand as he walked beside Dave. There was a nervous feeling in the pit of his 


stomach and he wasn't sure why. Maybe it was the way Dave spoke in a low, soft tone of voice or the way he 


seemed so earnest in asking Taylor to come with him. 


The sun was still low in the sky, casting its slanted rays through the tree branches. The shadows on the 


forest floor were stretched out before them as the morning mist rose from the earth. 


When they reached the edge of the woods and the sky opened up around them, Taylor stopped and looked 
around in wonder. On one side, the sun was creeping over the horizon On the other, the stars twinkled against 
a backdrop of golden blue velvet. Before them was a railway bridge spanning the gorge. And underneath their 
feet, the thickest, lush green grass Taylor had ever seen. 


Dave grinned at him and took off in a run. With a loud giggle of pure joy, Taylor followed. 


Near the tracks, Dave spread out the ratty, old blanket he had tucked under his arm and sat down, pulling his 
knees to his chest. Taylor did the same. They remained silent for some time until Dave gently poked Taylor 
with an elbow. 


"Saturday mornings, | watch the sunrise all alone, sitting on the tracks. Sometimes, I'd hear the train come 


roaring in and I'd imagine never coming back" 


Taylor opened the paper bag and pulled out a six-pack of beer cans. He pulled one off the ring and handed it to 
Dave and then took another for himself. 


As Dave popped open the can, he spoke again. "Once, | came up here and just as | reached the clearing, there 
were, like, a dozen cop cars and ambulances over there, on the other side of the gorge. Someone was on the 
tracks and got hit by the train. | waited until they were all gone and then | walked across the bridge." He took a 
drink of beer and winced as he swallowed. "There was still blood and stuff there. | found a bunch of pieces of 
the guy's bones. | don't know why, but | threw them down, into the river. It was sort of like," He paused again, 
glancing at Taylor, who was still looking over at the other bank. "like the person hadn't been set free yet. So | 
did it for them." Dave took another drink and then turned his head to stare straight ahead. "Cause | know what 
it's like to think you're trapped and need to feel free." 


Taylor gazed at his friend's profile and let out a soft breath as he slowly lay back. He gazed up at the sky, 
focusing on the way the stars seemed to be absorbed by the sun's rays. Eventually, Dave did the same and, 
as they lay quiet in the grass, side by side, Dave slowly slid his hand into Taylor's. 


"Promise | will be forever yours," Dave whispered. 


Taylor closed his eyes as he squeezed Dave's hand. In a soft tone matching Dave's, he replied, "Promise not to 


say another word." 


